THE   ACID   TEST
in the wood* It is a deep dug-out which has been
allocated to me for my use* It needs to be deep to
keep out heavy stuff. The telephone lines are all
cut by shell fire. Kelly, a burly six-feet-two-inches-
high Irish Nationalist, has been sent in a week
before to look after emergency rations. He has
endured the preliminary bombardment for a week
already with the dead and dying, during which time
he has had difficulty in going outside, even at night
and then only between the shells, A wrong thing
has been done. I find the place full of dead and
wounded men* It has been used as a refuge. None
of the wounded can walk. There are no stretchers.
Most are in agony. They have seen no doctor*
Some have been there for days. They have simply
been pushed down the steep thirty-feet-deep entrance
out of further harm's way and left - perhaps for-
gotten. As I enter the dugout I am greeted with the
most awful cries from these dreadfully wounded
men. Their removal is a Herculean task, for it was
never intended that the dying and the helpless
should have to use the deep stairway. After a time,
the last sufferer and the last corpse are removed.
Meanwhile I mount the parapet to observe. The
attack on tne right has come to a standstill; the
last detailed man has sacrificed himself on the
German wire to the God of Wan Thiepval village
is masked with a wall of corpses.